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The blackblue of a bush on charcoal. 

That's all till they string through and the black air 
floods the minstrel boy at their lead. He's all dark bones in 
castoff clothes ‘but a slide of the cloud-hidden moon glints 
three brass chevrons on his flowing cap and shows him thin in 
undulation-- streaming tatters of a drownedman. Face lined 
lime, his eyés look white as salt under this slow wind sea 
that worries the runty bushes, that drifts now ash light 
to the trailing gray-glints and shows the minstrel boy too 
far ahead. Penny taste in each mouth -3— with eyes gray-glint 
intent they look for him as light drifts to black again. 

It feels underwater, a constant press-ringing thrum 
as they float into each other. 

Breath is the saving thing, the rise in this sucking sea. 
As light waves again over the minstrel boy, smearing them all, 
they unblotch in the breath rushing over the sweet taste of 
shock. 

The leader’ is twenty among bushes of moving ink and men 


floating in deafening anxiety or drowning in fear. Twenty mid 
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gévay+glint stares of animals with blood roar in their sea 
shell ears. Twenty when meeting: theqqnick phosphor line of 
the gook patrol. Twenty when, as now, he plays eventual 
against actual while twisting an irony screw in his cheek 
and fearing the best. Twisting in at his role as burlesque 
patrol leader, ward thirster in a chaos of monotony. Seeking 
words he can only spit "phoney," Phoney and twist in the irony 
screw; phoney and out as the cheek Slacks, eyes blank. Blank 
as now, gazing at the drowned drunks.behind. 

Those behind! Are they from Texas, Boston and on and on? 
Have they, at home, infidelity or peach pie? Will they breathe 
eloquence in a few clipped reconciliations between democracy 
and capitalism and God before death or breakfast. 

Which movie did'tya see? The one that runs flickeringly 
out now in the minstrel boy's mind leaving a Staring blur face 
with a mouth Ofd like a man at death... swift jagged crack... 
then a screen still glowing? Still glowing, making him know 
hemmust put something on that screen, that the yellow-white 
must whorl color-- of reminiscence or just desperate movement 
in the now. The screen must have color before it blanks and the 
nerves die. But the war movie is laughable and doesn't explain 
why, when he and the gook meet, they just wave. Wave... and 
how this could be the basis of some vague apotheosis, some 
foxholed conversion of light bubbling through mud. The minstrel 
boy: alike only turn the irony screw in his cheek and not think for 
the mind garble chords he can't fit with words. To fit things 
with words. 

Still he never knew if the gook would shoot. But he 


always waved and the minstrel boy waved back, and both would 
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report "No contact with the enemy" an hour or so later-- and 
both would go get breakfast, (There is a stumbled curse 
behind. Great black implacable clouds fringed blueblack,) 
And the gook would always wave just wave. 

Some things never fit, like a black damp hall and a car 
rusing across the mercury day at the end, shaking that hall 
with a momentary warmth. And why... is that... somehow, 
somehow that Chinese waving his hand? The fy Es BE 

_ pat generalize except "phoney" with the twist of irony, an 
irony he feels but can't know. 

So ritual wave and Shaking hallway remain things the mind 
pictures without words and the minstrel boy first questions 
heros of matinees and history without framing the questions 
in words. He knows his leader role is acting, his gestures 
now just response to Stage directions Before the grotesque 
pantomime of "enemy contact," 

Contact! A slide of the Sweating air as the gook's orangy 
hand starts to rise and the minstrel boy floats inclined, pulses 
stretched quiet while the carbine strap slices his swelling 
flesh and he thirsts for the ice trigger to explode the 
black-blotched air and return the balbon of his body to 
metal breath. But the breath comes cool as his own hand 

rises in ox wonder and Waves. Just waves, 

"Christ!" Only the hand of a gaunt tree quick-salted 
by the running moon, The minstrel boy points to some niggardly 
woods toe cover. (Sometimes the car was eye-blurring, sliding 
by the molten day, the @@®car solid, dazzlingly metalic, central 
in its own blurring image.) Their feet writhe through moon 
snakes on the ground and breath is sweat. The breeze cracks 
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taste returns tight to those following the minstrel boy, 
and to him too. He leads them from the too dark woods. 
(Something in the shake of that hallway air and blue 
exhaust smell-- like the Suspended instant beforethe hand rises? 
Something in this penny taste like when the car...?) 

Nothing! Wind shift of a bush. Nothing. (The jumping 
imprint of that grasping, gnarled salt hand of that tree a 
few seconds gone.) 

The movie runs flickeringly out in the wave moment, 
leaving a yellow-white glow; then the screen blanks for 


as 
them, the gook and the minstrel boy, in ote Silence of 


thei r ssdmulteneis-—Lowering of hands./ : yore ‘Semline 
image, scene, people, a childrened house in Quincy or Peking, 
a mind somehow made up. 

fter, fleeing back to their outfits, the moon runs 
through t he clouds like blood. A dark, near-morning sky 
has always something of red. 

After each patrol they would sit in the bunker in broken 

Rembrant light that made them overall appear as reticulated 
as their lives, Wrung out with a cigar the minstrel boy 
would study their blobby,’ candle-glimmed faces sunk in cigarette 
smoke and give them his inarticulate thoughts about that wave. 
Questioning would hold=~« his brain like the white web on the 
Orange . Should he, next time... decoy’ them while half the 
patrol flanks? Or... he lead a charge? Laughable! Naked 
in a crowd. He could only tell the almost faces that everything 
was phoney. Ideas not shattered but... reticulated. (Ideals 
are shattered in ladiest fiction only to have her fit puzzle 


pieces into gown of white. Celluloid.) 
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A sound drive through them like a single crack ~ shiver 
of a wind-whipped live wire. They stand rooted as sweat closes 
the line between the lips and held breath drums. Then on, 
Not that. That was accidental, inexplicable, something they 
probably hadn't really heard. Something else told themnthe gooks 
were near. Ee 2 Bae 
Moore*s minstrel had a harp but he has just a brain and 
_ Some visceral more-or—less adhesive called a soul to weigh 
the acrid transience when the uplifting of a hand ices the 
clock and two momentary gods wait for death or something 
like it. To understand a moment, any moment. 
Curve of a window-lit shoulder is fragrance of rain and 
the merging-dissolving colors of leaves in the frost and bead 
of the window the smell of their blue burning. That wet road 
full of the shimmer-neon of downtown Montpelier and outside the 
town the freezing beer on his lips and his nostrils exploding in 
the autumn ash gust of it, (They're bunching up too closes 17h? the 
“I'11 meet him soon."% } ot hin 
He remembers her shoulder on the colored incense of Be Fatte!) 
and himself, in love, alone, bursting down the road. Remembering 
blends the love and death in anyynonent, makes him feel a 
wondering minstrel boy who, twenty, doesn't know just remembering 
is death, blank screen. 
Perhaps there are hallways in Peking or moments not completely 
understood. What does the gook think? Does he taste some past 
moment in the blood without breath, Perhaps he will make the 
clocks run this time. a : ' 
Minutes before blur-- the soaking shock, the soar. ' 


On a rise they meet with a milky cloud for light. 
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"Oh God or something help me!" A straining light that shows 
just the different cut of uniform but the minstrel boy sees 
the orangy skin and the gooks's hand almost dazzlingly in the 
gray solidity of that second. A weightlessness like when 
time splashed over the entrance of a childhood hall. 
As the orange hand begins to rise the carbine slides 
down the minstrel boy's shoulder as his hand starts from 
his side. The very air is of both. The blank in the gook's 
eyes like a screen fled of color and glow now that his hand 
is; up and »» the minstrel boy knows he waits for a wave to 
go back and reexamine over rice the incomprehensible alchemy 
of a moment. Palm a pale orange color now moving from side 
to side and he Saiaacin must join that eR - carbine 
will fallifrom his shoulder. Unless he it off and 
fixed that gook's wave, dissolved the blank screen... into what? 
It is as if someone else is firing, yet he looks down 
at his ripping finger in the black curl of the trigger housing 
and it ices in bloodcandy shock. He turns away as from an 
amputation only to meet the bland down-sliding eyes 6f the 
gook, hand raised like a man going under as the carbine still 
thuds and leaps with a life of its own.until the muffling sounds 
that spray the dirt around the minstrel boy stop witha fragment 
that strikes his chest and he leans for a moment, his forehead 
pressing the damp splintery wood of that childhood hall. His 
opened mouth passes the same childache down his throat and to 
hS wrinkled-tight eyes. He furiously shakes his head to twist 
that rough grain into his brow and blot out the staccatto of 
shots and screams, but he topples through and the running 


shots and voices seem to come from somewhere else, & sometime else. 
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@: The screen is lush to the minstrel boy and breathes of 

colors dissolving and merginge Green like a smear of rain- 
smelling woods... flits setce; a bird never seen. A car 

washes by leaving a song from its radio. Muddy redhnd green 
smear the leaping white line. Then just unfocused colors-- 
nothing eiet-< and the minstrel boy tries to make image and people 
but the end of the sad way search is abstract. Abstract. From 
this no words to fit the hand-waving, breath-sucking moment. 
Mind's raw nerve flickers against the dark green of sparse 


brush on coppere 


